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The Beginning - In the Cafe 


Author's Notes: 
lm back! 


Jon sits alone in the back of a cafe in Nashville. He's been having his coffee and cigarette there every morring 
for a month now and no one has paid the slightest bit of attention to him. He's convinced that no one here 
knows who he is. A month's worth of beard has certainly helped him blend into oblivion. He's always loved his 


cowboy hats, and they help too. 


Its early 2006, and he's been off the road just long enough to spend some time with the family and have a 
vasectomy - a choice he was not thrilled with, but it came after a close call with Dorothea They almost 
wound up with "Irish twins" - but really, her period was just late after having Romeo well into her 40s. He 
was still a little sore, and it made him a little grumpy. Some of his best song writing had been done while he 


was grumpy. 


He called up Richie. "Meet me in Nashville." 


"Huh?" Richie knew Jon went there a lot, but almost always solo. Jon knew that Richie and Lemma both 
preferred Memphis, which was at the complete opposite end of the state. "You mean Memphis?" Richie was 
addicted to the blues culture in Memphis, not the country culture of Nashville. 


"I have an idea, and | need your help to sell it to the label." 


Richie got on the next plane. He had been Jon's dominant for 20 years, but when it was ‘work’ related, he knew 


better than to question him, even when he knew it might be a bumpy ride. 


The Right Lyric To Get Them Started 


Author's Notes: 
No BDSM. 


Now boy's dont start to ramblin' round 
On this road of sin are you sorrow bound 
Take my advice or you'll curse the day 
You started rollin’ down that lost highway 


Jon started humming Hank Williams’ lyrics while Richie was waiting for his coffee to kick in. "| haven't heard 
that song in years, Jonny. What are you thinking?" 


"Rich - you know | want to do a country album. And over the last week, I've written some of the title track. | 


know with your help, we can do this. And it will be the best album we've done since Slippery." 
The confidence in Jon's voice was palpable. 


0 patron saint of lonely souls 

Tell this boy which way to go 
Guide the car, you've got the keys 
Farewell to mediocrity 

Kicking off the cruise control 

And turning up the radio 

Got just enough religion 

And a half a tank of gas 

Come on 


Lets go 


Richie smiled, and told the waitress to put his coffee in a to-go cup. "Let's hit the road" What he really meant 
is that he *loved* that lyric and as soon as they were back in the car, he grabbed Jon by the back of his 
neck and kissed him hard. 


For the next two hours, they drove down back roads parallel to route bb and then on route bb itself, with the 
top down and blasting some old country station playing all the greats with Waylon, Willie, Johnny, Hank and 
others. Richie was excited for Jon, and he could get on board with this idea 


Jon drove down a long, dusty road that seemed to go nowhere, and then stopped. He pulled off to the side of 
the road, turned the car off and popped the trunk. He started to raise the trunk lid, and was stopped by a 
very happy, smiling Richie. Jon liked what he saw. He hadn't seen him like this in a long time and it felt good. It 


felt like they were "them" again 
Richie had plans. He reached for his belt buckle. He wasn't going to whip Jon, not now, but he wanted his Jonny 
on his knees. Jon took the cue and dropped to his knees, anxious to see Richie's cock spring to life as Rich 


unzipped his pants. 


Jon took Richie in his mouth only for a couple of minutes, short minutes, as he wanted to be bent over the 


back of his car - something he'd never managed in all the time he'd had his precious Camaro. 

He took up, dropped his pants, and bent over. Richie grinned, then growled as he leaned over near Jon's ear. 
"How hard do you want it, boy?" 

"| just want you. Whatever you're up for: 

Richie growled and pushed Jon down hard onto the trunk of the car and entered him in one thrust. He fucked 
his boy hard, savoring every thrust because it had been a few months. He reached around and put Jon's hand 


on his own cock and said "you're going to come when | do, or I'm going to have to punish you." 


Jon was well-trained in this type of orgasm control and had no issues obeying. Afterwards, as they were 


cleaning up, Jon was finally able to take out the blanket and lunch he had packed for the two of them. 


| want to come out here every morning until we get ‘Lost Highway’ written," he said and curled up onto 


Richie's shoulder. "I think this spot has just the right feel to it, dont you, my love?" 


"Don't get too sappy on me, or you'll find yourself back up on the trunk of that car." Jon smiled, really smiled, 
for the first time since they had parted ways a couple of months ago. He'd missed his best friend, co-writer, 
and lover. Too much. He could be away from Dorothea for 6 weeks at a time and be fine. Two months without 


Richie, and he was a basket case. 


His life was too complicated. 


Title Track 


Author's Notes: 
lm back! 


h my rearview mirror 

My life is getting clearer 

The sunset sighs and slowly disappears 

These trinkets once were treasure 

Life changes lke the weather 

You grow up, grow old, or you hit the road ‘round here 
So | drive (Drive, drive) 

Watching white lines passing by 

With my plastic dashboard Jesus 

Waiting there to greet us 


Richie laughed at the perfect plastic dashboard Jesus line that Jon had come up with. It fit. They needed to 
find one now, to put on the dashboard of Jon's Camaro. Richie was loving all the time they were spending 
driving around with the top down. They still maintained two suites in Nashville, but other than that, weren't 
acting all that closeted. It was nice to feel like a ‘real couple. And they both felt that feeling. 


Richie was going through a rough time though with the breakup with Heather not far enough in the past. Jon 
quietly blamed Richie for the breakup, mostly because of his drinking, and wished he'd been able to save the 
relationship. Life would be easier if Richie had a primary relationship too. And dating someone new who would 
keep their secrets would be challenging at best. Of course, Jon knew Heather had her issues too. But Richie 
was falling into Jon in the meantime, and Jon welcomed the attention. Sometimes their relationship felt like it 
was too heavily focused on the dominance and submission, but not now. Years later, Jon could look back and 
see that this is when Richie started to want too much, to start down a path they couldn't go down and 


couldn't recover from. 


But damn, it felt good. From the way Richie rest his hand on Jon's thigh while they were writing, to the way 
they snuggled in bed late into the mornings, this Nashville adventure felt different and it was showing in their 
writing. After they finished Lost Highway, Richie looked at Jon. "We might just be able to do this country 
album after all. And | might have a good time along the way." Jon laughed. 


"We'll never be true country. But this will be a different vibe and it will be good” 

"What do you think the others are going to think?" "TT will hate it. The others will come around" Jon sighed. 
Tico was his hard core rocker, and that was a blessing when he needed to be reminded to stop writing so 
many ballads. But he'd be a harder sell on this album than Dave and Hugh. Shanks would love it, and it would be 


a good excuse for Jon to bring him on full-time in the studio. Jon had his eye on a violinist, too. How they 


would take to her was anyone's guess. 


Jon leaned into Richie and kissed him. It caught Richie off guard, and triggered an instant switch in him. "I didn't 
give you permission to do that, did | boy?" 

ltd been more than 20 years since Richie first took that tone with him, and it still had the same effect on 
him. Jon instantly became hard and submissive. "No, sir." He looked down and waited. He was in trouble of some 
variety, and how much could really vary depending on Richie's mood. He was anxious and excited. They were in 
his hotel suite, where all the toys were. He suddenly wanted to feel everything, but mostly, he wanted to feel 
Richie. 


Richie grabbed Jon's chin and slapped his face lightly. "I think | know a boy who needs to be put in his place 
tonight." Jon stiffened. Excitement coursed through his veins. "Get undressed." 


Jon obeyed without a word. Richie had to smile at how quickly Jon got out of his clothing. Richie took off his 


own shoes and socks and outer shirt. He didn't want to hurt Jon much tonight.. just ... enough... 


He took Jon by the shoulder and pushed him up against the wall. Jon braced himself against the wall with his 
arms and waited to see what Richie would do. He didn't have to wait long to hear Richie unbuckle his belt and 


remove it. The sound alone made Jon melt. 


Seat Next to You 


Hard days, good times, blue skies, dark nights 
Baby, | want you fo fake me wherever you're going to 
Maybe, say that you'll save me a seat next fo you 


h the corner booth of a downtown bar, with your head on my shoulder 
Smokin’ on a cheap cigar that would be alright with me 
h the back row of a movie or a cross-town train 


/ wanna hear your voice whispering my name that's where | wanna be 


Life is lke a ferris wheel, spinnin around 
When you get fo the top its hard to look down 
Just hang on we'll make it through 


Save me a seat next to you 


When you get fo the gates and the angels sing 
Go to that place where the church bells ring 


You know Hil come runnin, runnin’ to find you 
The next song came easy to them. So easy, they got in their first fight of the trip over it. 


"You can't be serious about the line about smoking a cheap cigar." Richie was vehemently opposed to that line. 


"Are we coming out?" 


"What??" 


"Read the lyrics aloud and tell me it doesn't sound like two men singing to one another, which it already is, by 


the way. We don't have a female singer.” 


‘lm working on that” "Since when? And that doesn't answer my question!" Richie had written a good portion of 
the rest of the lyrics and didn't want to budge on this one. Women don't smoke cigars, he argued. 


"Some do," Jon argued. Dorothea had. Dorothea had done a lot of things the average woman wouldn't consider 
though, including put up with him. Richie knew he'd lose the argument and the line would stay because it 
sounded good. But it frustrated him. They'd been holed up in a hotel room together for a couple of days 


working on Seat, and needed to get out. 


Let's go find a downtown bar," Richie suggested, his intent clear. He wanted to go to a gay bar. They had done 
it before, in a group, but never just the two of them - never as a couple. They'd never live it down in the 
press. "I know," Richie said, seeing the look on Jon's face. "It was just an idea. But still.. let's get out of here and 
get something to eat. Maybe there's decent BBQ in Nashville, too." He commiserated, still pining for Memphis. 


While out, Jon picked up some relatively cheap cigars. Just because. 


Richie found himself jealous at the idea of a female singer being added to their mix. He'd dealt with Jennifer on 
a one-time basis, thinking Jon had mostly gotten that out of his system, and it appeared now that he hadn't. It 
put him in that kind of mood. When they got back to their hotel, Richie went to his suite alone first, which 


surprised Jon. Jon thought he was still mad at him. 


"Rich... what's up?" Jon knocked on Richie's door after about 20 minutes of pacing in his own room. Oh, he didn't 


want to admit how codependent he was! 
‘Come in," Richie said, then paused. "boy." 


"Oh. Yes, sir." Jon took a deep breath, a little nervous as he opened the door. He found Richie waiting in the 
sitting area, holding his collar. He hadn't worn it in awhile. Neither of them really needed a physical sign of 


ownership anymore, but sometimes... it was nice. Jon knelt in front of him. 


Richie fastened the collar around his neck and locked it. He leaned forward and kissed Jon, running his hands 
through his hair and holding the embrace. He held onto Jon's hair and brought his head into his crotch and his 
hard cock waiting to be freed from his pants. Jon reached for Richie's zipper and Richie stopped him. 


"Not yet. | have too much | want to do to you tonight." Holding onto Jon's hair, he led Jon to the bed, and had 
him bend over the end of it. 


"Stay there while | get the toy bag." Jon didn't dare move while Richie walked into the other room. Their toy 
bag had grown to ridiculous proportions over the years. Richie wanted every new toy he saw, and the more 
painful, creative ones he found brought him glee to use on Jon. They had so many things beyond just straps 
and paddles now. 


Richie came back with the toy bag - all of it, not just a couple of things out it - which surprised Jon. He 
might be in for it tonight, which would be fun. He wasn't sore at all from their play the last few days, and it 
had been a few weeks since Richie had been mean. Jon watched as Richie pulled restraints out of the bag 
though, and got a little worried He wasn't used to being restrained - he was a good boy, and stayed in place 
when he was told to. 


"Get undressed," Richie said as he laid the restraints on the bed and took out more toys, including Jon's 
favorite strap. That was promising at least. Jon was still fretting over the restraints though. It was going to 
be a long night if he was going to spend it tied up. 


Jon undressed slowly, and when he was finished, Richie reached for his left wrist to fasten one of the leather 
cuffs onto it. Jon was nervous, but excited. It had been a long time since Richie tied him up. "I'll be a good boy," 


he reminded Richie. 


Richie smiled. "| know you will, or you'll be punished. | don't want you to have to think tonight. | want you to 


just be able to lose yourself in what I'm doing. Relax a little, ok? The restraints aren't punishment.” 


Soon, Jon was bound spread eagle on the bed face down. Richie started with his hands, warming up Jon's ass 
and back, and then started with Jon's favorite strap. Made of soft leather, it wasn't stiff like some of the 
others they had - and didn't have the heft to it that a guitar strap does. Richie was right - Jon was able to 
just let go and get lost in the scene, and feel the blows, and not worry about obeying or staying in place. He 


just existed in the moment and it felt wonderful 


Richie stopped and ran his hand down Jon's back, snapping him back to reality. "Ready for the next part?" Jon 
winced, knowing the next part was likely intended to be more painful if Richie was asking. Richie walked over to 


the bag and picked up his King of Swing strap. 


"Yes, sir," Jon said quietly. That strap hurt like hell, but it made him feel owned, which was what Richie was 
going for Tonight, clearly. 


Richie laid the strap on Jon's back methodically and evenly, letting Jon get back into headspace again. He kept an 
even steady rhythm as he worked over his ass, back, and upper thighs, which got an intense reaction out of 
Jon. His thighs were sensitive and not warmed up. He yelped and pulled against the restraints. Richie warned 
Jon once, reminded him that he promised to be a good boy, but Jon just couldn't hold still. Richie walked back 
over to the toy bag, and Jon wished he had a pillow to bury his head in 


Jon hated canes. They stung like fire, and applied correctly felt like being cut at times. Other times they were 
just thuddy while stinging unbearably. Richie came back with a long, thin rattan cane. One of the ones Jon hated 
most. The swish of the first stripe sent chills down his back. After only a few, he was begging Richie to put it 
away. "You'll take I2 first" Twice what he normally made Jon take with the cane. 


Jon winced, and braced himself for more. He was grateful to be restrained. He hated canes so much he 
doubted he could have held still for Richie without the restraints. Finally, at 12, Richie untied his legs and 
crawled onto the bed. He grabbed Jon's hips and raised them up, admiring the stripes that were forming on his 
bottom. He reached for the lube in the nightstand and got completely out of his pants in an instant. He was as 
ready for this as Jon was, maybe more. With one quick thrust he entered Jon. 


No, he didn't want to share Jon. 


One Step Closer 


Ive seen my heart of darkness 

Lets just say | crossed over that line 

Held hands with the hopeless 

h too deep on that ride went around one more time 
When you're standing on the edge you don't look down 
Til youre ready and willing fo fly 


Jon was sore. The cane stripes from last night hurt, and he had bruises from the strap. Richie was pleased 


with his canvas. Breakfast was on its way up. They were both awake far earlier than either one of them 


wanted to be. 


The cane from last night was still laying near the bed. Jon gave it an evil eye that Richie caught. "Do you want 
more of it this morning?" Richie asked, threateningly. 


"No, sir!" Jon was mostly sure he was joking, but wasn't taking any chances. He could feel the warmth of his 
bottom through his pajama pants. His collar was still locked around his neck He was in a good space, and felt 
very owned. They had studio time scheduled today, and he wasn't sure how he felt about sitting in what were 


usually uncomfortable chairs Today. 


Richie smiled at him. He didn't want to take the collar off and get the real part of their day started, but he 
reached for his keys anyway. Damned real life happened even for rockstars. He reached for Jon's collar, but 
instead pulled him in for a passionate, open-mouthed kiss. Knocking on the door interrupted the moment, and 


Richie let the breakfast set up in the other room. He removed Jon's collar before they sat down to eat. 


One unspoken rule was that Jon didn't call Richie by his name when the collar was on. Now that it was off, he 


still wasn't quite feeling like he should. “Sir...” 

"What is it, Jonny?" Richie was surprised that Jon was still in that headspace. 

"Can we play again tonight?" "Aren't you sore?" 

"Deliciously so. But | want you to push things some." 

"Push what?" 

Jon got quiet. It was hard for him to talk face-to-face sometimes, so casually over breakfast. Sometimes, he 
missed the ease of texting when they were separated. He could fess up to so much more that way. "Being 


restrained really got to me last night. More so than it has before." 


He left the breakfast table and walked over to their shared toybag. They each had one of their own, but Jon's 


never left New Jersey these days, and Richie was responsible for this one. It was heavy, and full of toys 
they'd spent years collecting. Mean, evil toys in a lot of cases. Jon had an eye for craftsmanship - and he 
loved to collect hand-carved, beautiful paddles and canes, soft leathers that had been worked into fine straps 


and other leather toys by artists. But so many of the pretty toys were also really painful. 


He knew what he was looking for in the bag though. It was tucked away in a pocket they never reached into. He 
pulled out a gag. Not just a normal ball gag, which they didn't even use, but a mouth guard gag that Richie 
thought looked particularly evil once, since it would take up basically his entire mouth. Jon never wanted his 


voice taken away - ever - and now - now, he was offering it. 


He set the gag on the table in front of Richie. Richie just looked at him and waited. He wasn't going to push Jon 
on this one, it had to be all him. "l'm ready.. | want you to try this on me." 


Jon sat back down at the table and looked at Richie. Richie was surprised, and waited for Jon to say more, but 
he didn't. "Are you sure?" 


"Yes, sir" 


It was a long day at the studio. Jon was antsy, and didn't want to sit down much. Sitting made him feel his 
soreness and think of what he was in for tonight and that kept him from concentrating. Richie had to pull him 
into a chair at one point. "Sit! People are going to start to wonder what's up with you today!" 


Finally, it was time to break for dinner. Richie was ready to tan Jon's hide good. "You've been unbearable 


today!" he said as soon as they had a minute alone. Jon knew he'd pay for it later, too. 


"I didn't plan to be." Jon looked at Richie with those big blue eyes. He wanted more, but he was also keenly 
aware of just how sore he was from the night before. He didn't want to be punished. 


"Enough. We're ordering dinner in tonight. Let's get to the hotel" The take-charge tone of Richie's voice, and his 
demeanor, put Jon right in that headspace already. He'd be able to take a lot at this rate, which was just what 


he wanted. 


Dinner was quiet. Richie knew Jon's head was already a million miles away. He had him call home before they 
started anything, knowing he wouldn't want to afterward. When Jon hung up the phone, Richie was ready for 


him in the other room. 


"We have to be back in the studio tomorrow. Are you going to be a nut job again?" Richie asked him, holding 


his collar. 


"No, sir. Sorry about today." Jon looked down at the floor. He couldn't help it if he got distracted sometimes. 
Usually he was the one to keep everyone on task. He knelt at Richie's feet and waited. It felt so good to have 
his collar on again, he didn't move until Richie told him to stand While still standing, Richie fastened the 
restraints around his wrists then told him to get on the bed so that he could do his ankles, too. 


But this time, Richie didn't tie Jon face down. He took his wrists and fastened them together behind his back. 
He wanted to be able to see Jon's face, and to position him differently with the gag in his mouth. He wanted to 
make sure Jon was going to be OK gagged. 


He walked in the other room and picked up the gag from where they had left it this morning. He walked back 
to Jon, who looked down at the floor while he waited. Richie lifted his chin and looked him in the eyes. He 
wanted to make sure Jon knew he didn't have to do this. "Squeeze your fist three times, OK, if you need out" 


Jon nodded and Richie pointed to the floor. 


Jon knelt and waited. Richie sat down on the end of the bed and held the gag in his right hand. "Open your 
mouth," Richie instructed, and Jon obeyed. Richie pushed the bottom tray of the mouth guard in first, then 


the top. Jon bit down instinctively. He was completely silenced now, and it got to him. 


Richie tied him down again, and waited. He wanted to see if this position was tolerable for Jon, and it was. He 
seemed to be lost in his head, and Richie was glad to be able to look at Jon's blue eyes and see how he was 
doing. He took off his belt and began to whip Jon slowly, methodically, almost like a massage. He wanted Jon to 


get deep into subspace tonight and was making every move count. 


Jon was pretty marked from the night before, but the steady, even blows from the belt were relatively easy 
to take, especially in his current mindset. He wanted nothing but to feel like he was Richie's, completely, and he 
did. He couldn't use his smart mouth to talk Richie into or out of anything (even though he tried to be a good 
boy most of the time, knowing he couldn't really got to him) 


Richie set the belt down and went for the cane again. "I2 more," he told Jon, who groaned against the gag. He'd 


been so good! 


They hurt. They all hurt. And suddenly Richie was untying his legs, lifting him by his hips, and holding him in 
place. Being *put* in position always got to Jon. Richie was going to fuck him while he was still gagged, while 


his arms were still bound. 


Making a Memory 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you look at the song lyrics differently now! 


Hello again, its you and me 

Kinda always like it used to be 

Sppin’ wine, killing time 

Trying to solve life's mysteries 

How's your life, its been a while? 
God its good to see you smile 

| see you reaching for your keys 
Looking for a reason not fo leave 

I you don't know if you should stay 
If you don't say what's on your mind 
Baby just breathe 

There's nowhere else tonight we should be 
You wanna make a memory? 

| dug up this old photograph 

Look at all that hair we had 

its bitter sweet to hear you laugh 
Your phone is ringin | don't wanna ask 
Hf you go now Ii understand 

If you stay, hey, Ive gotta plan 


You wanna make a memory? 


Jon looked at Richie. They'd been in the studio for two days and nothing new had really struck them in the way 
they wanted. "Let's call Desmond" 


Richie had issues with Desmond. He may have been a gifted songwriter who was responsible for their jump to 
super stardom, but he also had a thing for Jon, and Richie struggled with that. But he also was here in 
Nashville, and it made sense. "Sure, let's call him." 


Desmond was downright giddy to get the call. "Lets do dinner tonight first, and hit the studio tomorrow," he 
suggested. When he hung up the phone, Jon was tempted to suggest that just he go to dinner with Desmond, 
but he was still wicked bruised from the last couple of nights and thought that might be a bad idea. He was 
surprised when Richie brought it up. 


"I hate to suggest this. Really hate it. But why don't *you* go to dinner with Desmond tonight and we'll catch 


up afterward? We can always do coffee after dinner. 

"Are you sure you want to consider that?" Jon was pretty shocked. 

"I know who owns you." 

Jon smiled. He was right. Richie did own him, and really had nothing to worry about. Desmond had a husband 
now. Of course, Jon was the exception to everyone's rule on monogamy. But he and Desmond did have 


chemistry, and it showed in the songs they wrote. 


Jon wanted to surprise him; he didn’t tell him that he was going to be the only one at dinner and Desmond was 


clearly pleased. 


"| already have a song in mind," Desmond smiled as Jon sat down. "But first, tell me. How are you? How are you 


and Dot? You and Rich? 
"We're all good. Richie and | are on sort of a new adventure with this trip, and trying to sound more Nashville." 
"So we've all heard. How's that going?" 


"Good. We've gotten into the groove pretty quickly. We thought that some collaboration with old and new 
friends would be key to making the new album something different though.’ 


"Which is where | come in" Desmond was still happy to have gotten the call. He had missed Jon so much and it 


was obvious. "I have the perfect idea for a song." 

"Of course you do." 

"How did you convince Rich to let you meet up with me alone? I've been dying to ask" 

"His idea" 

"What?!" 

"He's not an idiot, Des." 

"No, but last | checked he preferred to keep you on a short leash around me." 

"His presence is still felt" Jon squirmed, letting Desmond draw his own conclusions. 

"You two are still at that. | thought you'd grow out of it" Desmond's distaste for BDSM was already known, 


but he had no idea just how deep Jon and Richie had gotten into things. f he did, he'd have a fit. If things went 


anywhere tonight with Desmond, Jon would have to be careful to hide his very bruised ass. 
y g M 


"Haven't grown out of it. Sorry" 


Desmond's desire was palpable. He definitely wanted to spend the evening with Jon, and Jon was receptive. He 
kept his hand on Desmond's thigh, and that just sent electrical impulses through Desmond. Soon though, it was 


time to meet Richie for coffee. 


The three of them together was like old times. You wouldn't have guessed it had been 20 years since Slippery 
When Wet. They'd all aged, changed, but some things.. some things never change. And the chemistry they had 
as writers definitely hadn't changed. They were friends first and foremost, and when Richie suggested that 


Desmond join them for the evening, Desmond jumped at the chance. 


Jon was surprised at Richie's suggestion, but not totally. It was one way for Richie to maintain some control 
over what happened, or at least be a participant in it. And they'd been down this road before with Desmond, 


many MOONS ago. 


Back in their hotel room, things could have been awkward. Threesomes can be. Even when Jon's clothes came 
off and his bruises were visible, Desmond didn't blink. Jon guessed that warning him had been enough to stave 
off a severe reaction - he was pretty bruised, after all. But Desmond was focused on other things when Jon's 


clothes came off. 


Jon and Desmond were naked and all over each other before Richie even finished undressing. Desmond had 
Jon's cock in his hand and then in his mouth in no time, and Richie finally joined them on the bed, kissing Jon as 
if Desmond wasn't even there. Jon reached for Richie's cock and Richie shook his head. "Wait, | want to enjoy 
this." He enjoyed seeing someone else desire Jon so much, and in this circumstance, it wasn't making him 


jealous. 


Desmond teased Jon, and Jon knew he wanted to be fucked. Jon didn't top very often, and looked forward to it. 
He looked for the condoms he knew they had somewhere, but Desmond quickly provided some of his own. Jon 
ripped open the condom and slipped it on and reached for the lube. Desmond couldn't wait, he was so anxious. 

Jon fucked him slowly at first, making him almost beg for it. Finally, he did beg for Jon to fuck him hard, and 
Jon obliged. Richie just sat back and watched. 


Once Jon came, Richie wanted his turn with Jon. He grabbed the lube and grabbed Jon's tender ass. Jon winced 
a little. Desmond noticed, but didn't seem to mind. He planned to get himself off while he watched Richie fuck 


Jon. 


Richie took the opportunity to show off. He fucked Jon *hard® and relentless. He had stamina and he wanted 
to show it off. He was keenly aware of his audience and it seemed to just encourage him to be just a little 
rougher, to go a little deeper. He came hard and collapsed on Jon. Desmond finished himself off and they 


formed a giant pile. 


The three of them still had chemistry, that's for sure, and Desmond was confident that they could write a hit 


for this album together. 


Whole Lotta Leavin’ 


Author's Notes: 
Jon on top! 


Jon walked into the room and caught Richie in tears. He'd just gotten off the phone with Heather again, and 
again it did not go well. Every time he called to talk to Ava he had to deal with this, and it was tearing Richie 


apart. He didn't want to end things with Heather, but she was not giving him any chance for reconciliation. 


Jon put a hand on Richie's shoulder. Richie reached for it, and pulled Jon into an embrace. Richie was not one 
to cry easily. Not like Jon, who cried for so many reasons. But this time, Richie just started bawling. This was 
too much to take, and he wanted to go home to LA. Jon agreed that a trip to see Ava would be good for him, 
but suggested that he go with him. Richie was surprised. Jon would usually welcome the excuse to go home to 


his own family, and he despised LA. 


"You need me." Jon said, and he was right. Richie did need him. More than he wanted to admit to. After all, 
they weren't supposed to be each other's 24/7. Once Richie had settled down, Jon called Dot and told her he 
wasn't coming home this week, that he was going to LA with Richie. She just nodded and understood. Rich was 
going through a lot, and she didn't begrudge him extra time with Jon right now. 


Once they made the decision to go, Richie couldn't focus so Jon made plans to be on the first flight out the 
next morning. He was taking control of this trip, and on this trip, he suspected, and he was quite alright with 
that. His body could use a little break, anyhow, he thought to himself. He'd been sore in one way or another 


for weeks now - and he wasn't complaining, just a bit of a realist. A body should take a break now and then. 


Richie was really a wreck - in a state Jon hadn't seen him since he and Heather first broke up. It was hard to 
see his friend and lover in this state. He wanted to put Rich to bed and just prep for the trip and then join 
him, but Richie needed more. "Jonny.." Richie started, but had trouble finding the words. 


Jon knew. Jon took Richie by the hand and led him to the bedroom, where he slowly undressed him. He rarely 
got to undress Richie and he savored it. He had Richie lay down on the bed and unbuckled his belt. Richie was 
visibly nervous at the sound. It had been a good long while since he'd been on the receiving end, but he needed 


to get out of his head tonight, and maybe even needed another good long cry. 


Jon didn't hit hard at first. He knew Richie needed time to warm-up first. He thought about using his hands 
first, but he knew Richie needed more. And it was easier for Jon to top Richie if he didn't use his hands. Hands 
were so intimate, it made it harder. Richie was his dominant, and that was true even if Jon was the one 


striking him, and now, Jon struck hard. 


It didn't take long for Richie to get lost in his head, and to break He cried for a good bit before Jon stopped 


and held him. He knew he needed to get it out, and he needed to feel the physical pain. Jon held him and let him 
cry himself to sleep before getting up and getting them ready for the trip. 


The flight to LA was quick. Richie was in a better mood in the morning. He was marked, though not heavily, Jon 
noticed as he went to get in the shower. It had been an appropriate scene for the situation, he thought to 


himself. He'd make someone a good dominant someday, maybe, he thought to himself. 


They took a cab to Richie's house, and then took his Porsche Cayenne over to the house he used to share 
with Heather. Jon went as a buffer. He and Heather were still on good terms, and they could hang out while 
Richie spent time with Ava. 


Heather wasn't thrilled about the surprise visit, but Jon's presence made things a little easier. While Ava and 
Richie went outside to visit, he and Heather were able to talk about Richie's state of mind, and Jon convinced 
her to give Ava to Richie for the next few days while they were in town. Richie was going to be thrilled. 


Having Ava with them, Richie easily let Jon control everything from where they went to where they ate - 
more control than Richie had over Jon normally! The natural planner in Jon just took over. It was easy to plan 
activities for a lOyear old - his kids weren't that much older. 


At night, Richie was happy, and happy to collapse into Jon's arms. With Ava around, there was no heavy SM, 

but a lot of dominance. Jon got to really test the waters with what he could get Richie to do, and Richie was 

completely compliant. Jon preferred the word compliant over obedient, because that would just be .. weird.. to 
think of Richie obeying him. But Richie was craving more by the time it was time to go back to Nashville, and 
Jon had had days to plot and plan what he was going to do. 


Richie was still in a good mood on the way back to Nashville, not dropping in headspace like Jon had expected. 
He was also clinging to Jon now that he had the opportunity to. Tonight was going to be fun, Jon reminded him. 


Jon ordered dinner in for the two of them, and had Richie stripped before dinner arrived. He was tempted to 
feed him his dinner, but decided he didn't have the patience for that. He enjoyed that Richie had to hide from 


room service for once - usually he did. Richie was nervous, in the right ways, at dinner. 


After dinner, Jon had Richie wait by the bedside for him, on his knees. He cleaned up a little and set the table 
out in the hallway so that they wouldn't be disturbed again. He went in to join Richie and took off his belt 
slowly. They were both suckers for the sound of a belt being removed. Jon took it off and wrapped it around 
Richie's neck, fastening it like a collar and leash. It was the closest Jon would ever get to putting a collar 


around Richie's neck. Some things, were just meant for him. Obeying, being collared, being owned. He was still 


Richie's, through and through. 
But tonight, Richie was his. 


Richie liked to bottom now and then, but he wasn't all that good at it (his words). He wasn't a great 


cocksucker, he wasn't great at obeying - though he did try, and he could be difficult at times. Jon enjoyed all 


of these things as they gave him reason to instruct him, and be more dominant. 


Jon unbuttoned his jeans and pulled Richie closer to him before freeing his cock. Richie hated Jon's buttonfly 
jeans, always saying he was too old for them. Jon freed his cock and guided it to Richie's waiting mouth. Jon 
was forceful from the get-go, and pushed deep into Richie's mouth, catching Richie off guard, though he 
should have expected it. Jon didn't give Richie the chance to show any skill, he *used* his mouth hard until he 


came, and made Richie swallow. 


"Up on the bed," Jon instructed Richie. Richie was now in a much more submissive mindset and quickly obeyed. 
He lay face down on the bed and waited. Jon removed the belt from around his neck and Richie stiffened. He 
knew what that meant - Jon was going to whip him again. It had only been a few days, but he was ready for 


more. Richie eagerly got up on all 4s for Jon 


Jon whipped Richie thoroughly from the top of his ass to his mid thigh, which Richie hated and had trouble 
staying still for. Thigh shots always hurt more. Then Jon told Richie to lay down, that he wanted to put 
bruises on him. When Richie said that to Jon, it was code for "I want to use the buckle end of the belt to 


bruise you," and Jon meant it the same. "Jonny?" 
"Yes, that's what | mean" 


Richie put his head down. Jon hadn't done this before, and Rich was nervous. "Yes, sir." Jon smiled. He never 
forced, or even expected, to get "sir" out of Richie, so it was nice when it was offered up. Jon was a little 

nervous too, as he'd never done this before either. He wrapped the belt tightly around his hand, leaving just 
enough to strike with, and the buckle free. He knew he didn't have to strike hard, but just hard enough, and 


Richie was already wincing. These would be effective. 


After the first two blows, it got easier. Jon gave Richie about 20, then put the belt down. Richie was a mess, 
but holding it together. Jon grabbed the lube. Again, he used Richie hard. This time, Richie expected it. After 


Jon came, he collapsed into Jon's arms. 

‘I've enjoyed being yours for awhile," Richie said quietly. 
"But?" 

"No buts." 


lm ready to go back to normal again," Jon said sheepishly. He'd had his fun, and being in control this long was 
a constant reminder of how out of whack things were in their real lives. He didn't like to focus on that, 
dreamer that he was. Richie nodded. He got it. He was, too. He'd be bruised for awhile, and that was a good 
thing, but he needed to feel normal again so desperately. And being Jon's dominant was just how things had 


been for 20 years now. He'd never let Jon stay in control so long before. 


Jon kissed Richie, and in a long embrace, Richie tugged at Jon's hair, pulling him out of the embrace and guiding 
his head to his cock. He hadn't come yet, and it was time he took back control by using his boy's mouth. 


Summertime 


Author's Notes: 
Punishment scene. 


Jon lost his temper in the studio. Worse, he bit Richie's head off in the process. Once he cooled down, he was 
embarrassed, and apologized, but that didn't matter. He knew he was in for it that night. Richie gave him a look 
and that was all it took Jon knew he'd be standing in the studio tomorrow. 


The ride back to the hotel was quiet. Richie spoke first. "The hotel is going to start wondering why we eat in 
so much. Their food isn't that great." Jon winced. Another night in. He wondered if that part might be 
negotiable. "We don't have to eat in tonight..." 


| have no intentions of waiting to get my hands on you, boy." 


"oh." Jon knew he was in for it. If it had been just Richie he lost his temper with, it would be one thing, but he 
lost his temper with everyone. And that was always a punishable offense. Jon would be a sorry boy before 


the night was over. The rest of the ride they were quiet. 


Richie opened the door to their suite and told Jon to strip. Normally, Jon could get out of his clothes faster 
than anyone, but tonight he took his time. He wasn't sore or bruised, so Richie had a fresh canvas to work 


with. He'd been a good boy lately, and most of their play had just been fun. 


Richie came into the bedroom to speed Jon up. "Its not like you don't know what's coming, Jonny. Get on with 
it." Richie had a smooth leather belt on. Jon wished that belt was in his future, but he knew better. Not when 


he was in this much trouble. Richie would use the strap for sure. 


Once naked, Richie put Jon up against the wall. Jon hated this position, with his back exposed. He felt so 
vulnerable. He could take a beating for hours on his ass, but not on his back. Richie could tell what was going 


through his mind. "Don't you worry. | plan on beating your ass good, too. You won't be sitting down tomorrow." 


They had a couple of guitar straps in their toybag, aside from the ones on their guitars. One was particularly 
smooth brown leather, worn, that Richie had owned for years. He picked that one up, and Jon was relieved. This 


one felt most like a belt, just heavier. He got his silent wish when Richie struck first on his ass. 


Richie kept the blows to just his ass, not hitting his thighs at all. He could hit harder that way, and he did. He 
really let Jon have it. It was hard for Jon to stand in place, and at times Richie had to put a hand on Jon's 
shoulder to hold him in place, and to remind him to stay in place. The blows were hard and unrelenting, and Jon 
thought they were going to go on forever. Having to focus on standing kept him from getting lost in his head, 
and maybe crying, but it was definitely the kind of whipping that could get him there. It was the hardest 


whipping he'd had in a long, long time. 


Finally, Richie stopped. But Jon knew he wasn't stopping for real. He was only stopping to take a break before he 
moved to his back. "Are you ready, Jonny?" 


"Yes, sir," Jon answered quietly and put his head down. The first blow stung, but wasn't unbearable. Richie was 
warming his back up some. It had been awhile since they'd done a scene on Jon's back. It was almost always 
punishment when they did, and he'd stayed out of trouble for so long now. But the blows did get harder, and it 
got harder for Jon to take. He stayed in place though, not wanting his shoulders to get hit. Richie was really 
good at delivering steady, evenly spaced blows on Jon's back these days. And he could hit hard. 


Richie started to hit harder, then really hard, and started to remind Jon why he was getting whipped like he 
was. Was he going to lose his temper again? Did the engineers deserve his outburst? Was Richie going to have 
to punish him like this again? Richie was really good at the verbal part of punishment and Jon broke down 
crying. Richie's job was done. He put the strap down. 


There was no sex after this punishment. Richie had Jon put his pajamas on while he ordered dinner. Jon sat 
down at the table painfully and smiled at Richie. He got exactly what he needed from Richie at times like this. 
"Do you want to talk about what happened today?" Richie asked, no longer mad. 


"I do," Jon said quietly, still in a submissive mindset. "Can we open a bottle of wine?" 


